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CHORUS. 


Ebold, Jeruſalem, thy King, 
$4: Kate es all the Nations ſing ! 
1445 the Lord has given 
4 Arts and Wiſdom under Heaven : 

For him 1 tune i wig Throng | 

Of Zion's Daug I the Song : 
| 24 Young and Ol their Voices * 7, 
And wake he Echoes with bis Praiſe. 


RECITATIVE. 


Suk. From the Mountains, lo! he comes, 
Breathing from his Lips Perfumes; 
While Zephyrs on his Garments play, 
And Sweets. thro' all the Air convey. 

A 2 AIR. 


(4) 


'AIR. | 
Tell me, lovely Shepherd, . — 
Thou feed'ſt at Noon thy fleecy Care : 
Direct me to the fweet Retreat, 
That guards thee from the mid-day Heat, 
Leſt by the Flocks T lonely tray 

Without a Guide, and loſe my Way : 
Where reft at Noon, thy bleating Care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where ? 


AIR. 
He. Faireft of the virgin Wrong, 
De thou ſeek thy Swain s Ade? 
See yon fertile Vale along 
The new-werne Path the Flocks have trod 3 
Purſue the Prints their Feet have made, 
And they ſhall guide thee to the Shade. 


RECITATIVE. 

Sur. As the rich Apple, on whoſe Boughs 
Ripe Fruit with ſtreaky Beau 14 glows, 
Excels the Trees that ſhade Grove, 

So ſhines, among his Sex, my Love. 


ASK 
Beneath his ample Shade I lay 
Defended from the ſultry Day; 
His cooling Fruit my Thirſt afſuag'd, 
And — 'd the Fires that in me rag d; 
Till ſated with the luſcious Taſte, 
J riſe and bleſt the ſiveet Repaſt, 


RECE 


(s) 
RECITATIVE, 
He. Who quits the Lilly's fleecy White, 
To fix on meaner Flowers the Sight ? 
Or leaves the Roſe's Stem untorn, 
To crop the Bloſſom. from the Thorn. 
Unrival'd thus thy Beauties are ; 
So ſhines my Love among the Fair. 


AIR. 


7 
Flowers on her Chee 
And her Voice with Mufic thrillp 


2, 
Zephyrs o'er the Spices flying, 
Wafting Sweet from . every Tree ; 
Sick ning Senſe with Odours cloying, 
Breathe not half fo fweet as ſhe. 


RECITATIVE. 
SHE. Let not my Prince his Slave deſpiſe, 
Becauſe the Sun's diſcolouring _ 
Have chas'd the Lilly from my Face. 
My envious Siſters ſaw my Bloom, 
And drove me from my Mother's Home ; 
Unſhelter'd all the ſcorching Day 
They made me in their Vineyard ſtay. 


AIR. 
[Ab fimple me] my own, more dear; 
My own, alas ! was not my Care: 


Invadrng, 


(6) 


Ircading Love the Fences broke, 
And tore the Cluſters from the Stock; = 
With eager Graſp t the Fruit de eftroyd, 
Ner refted till the Ravage c 4. 


AIX. 
He. Fair and come om ee 

And ſofter er than the 5 Dove; 
Down her Neck the 3 Locks 
Bound like the Kids or Gilead Racks ; 
Her Teeth like Flocks Gy nl] he Ste 
New ſhorn, and 

2 5 
A bene er ſhe ſpeaks 5 . 
Aud Mufick floats 4 the Sound. 


RNECITATIVE. 
Sur. Forbear, O cha Swain, forbcar 
Voice _ my = 


The Shades: of Night hang cer my Bye 
„ dies. 


. | Think re 
and iel the Heat of Lon 3 
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"FX PART. 


PART II. 


RECITATIVE. 

He. The chearful Spring begins To-day; 

Ariſe, my fair One, come away. 
RECITATIVE. 

Sur. Sweet Muſic ſteals Jong the Ak 

Hark ! ——my Beloved's Voice I hear | 


AIR. . 
He. Ar: e, ar, and "y — y, 
The chear 2 1 ot 
Bleak Fas gone with all er Tri 
of chilling Fro, and 


. 


Anidh the ee 
rimroſe its ber Vee 
The warbling Birds the Woods 
Sakute the Seaſon with 4 Fang: 
The cooing Turtle in the Grove 
Renews Ping Fond Bog 

The Vines their infant db ft 
Th Pio dither Bro 

All welcome in the geni 
> Sup; 3-5, 4+ 


CHORUS.” 


A welcome in the genial Ray, 
Ariſe, O fair One! conie away. 


DUET. 


(8) 


| „ 
Together let us range the Fields, 
Impearled with the Morning Dey; 
Or view the Fruits the Vineyard yields, 
Or the Apples cluſtering Bough : 


"Ws 
There in cloſe embower'd Shades, 
Impervious to the Noon-tide Ray, 
By tinkling Rills on roſy Beds, 
Well love the ſultry Hours away. 


RECITATIVE. 
H. How lovely art thou to the Sight, 
For Pleaſure form'd, and ſweet, Delight! 
Tall as the Palm-Tree is thy Shape, 


Thy Breaſts are like the cluſtering Grape. 


A IR. 

Let me, (Love) thy Bole aſcending, 
On the fwelling Cluſters feed: 
With my Graſp te Vine-tree bending, 
In my cloſe Embrace ſtall bleed. 


2. 
Stay me with delicious Kiſſes, 
From thy Honey-dropping Mouth ; 
Sweeter than the Summer Breezes, - 
Blowing from the' genial South... 


RECITATIVE. 
SHE. O that a Siſter's ſpecious Name 
|  Conceal'd from prying Eyes my Flame: 


Unceaſur'd 


1 
| 


: 
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Uncenſur'd then I'd own my Love, 

And. chaſteſt Virgins ſhou'd approve ; 
Then fearleſs to my Mother's Bed 

My ſeeming Brother would I lead : 
Soft Tranſports ſhould the Hours employ, 
And the Deceit ſhould crown the Joy. 


AIX. 


Soft I adjure you, by the Fawns, 

That bound acroſs the flow'ry Lawns, 
Ye Virgins, that ye lightly move, 

Nor with your Whiſpers wake my Love, 


RECITATIVE. 


Hz. My Fair's a Garden of Delight, 
Enclos'd, and hid from vulgar Sight : 
Where Streams from bubbling Fountains ſtray, 
And Flowers enrich the verdant Way. 


AIR. 


Softly riſe, O Southern Breeze ! 
And kindly fan the blooming Trees ; 


Upon my ſpicy Garden blow, 
That Sweets from every Part may flow, 
CHORUS. 


Ye Southern Breezes gently blow, 
That Sweets from every Part may flow, 
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S SSH e 


"PANT 


AIR. 
HE. Ariſe, my Fair, the Doors unfold, 
Receive me, ſhivering ith the Cold. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sue. My Heart amidſt my Slumber wakes, 
And tells me my Beloved ſpeaks. 


AIR. 
He. Ariſe, my Fair, the Doors unfold, 
Receive me, ſhivering with the Cold: 
The Chill-drops hang upon my Head, 
And Night's cold Deus my Cheeks c erſpread; 
Recet<:> me drepping to thy Breaſt, 
And lull me in thy Arms to reſt. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sur. Obedient to thy Voice I hie; 
The willing Doors wide open fly. 


AIR. 
Ab ! hither, whither art thou gone? 
Where is my lovely Wanderer flown ? 
Ye blooming Virgins, as you rove 
If chance you meet my fliraying Love, 


—— 
— 
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(12) 


J charge you tell bim bow I mourn, 
And pant, and die for his Return. 


CHORUS of Virgins. 


Who is thy Love, O charming Maid? 
That from thy "Ek late i fray? 
Say what diſtinguiſb d Charms adorn, 
And finiſh = Ps radiant Form ? 


AIX. 


SHE. On his Face the vernal Roſe, 
Blended with the Lilly glows ; 
His Rocks are as the black, 
In Ringlets waving down his Back. 
His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, 
Than billing Doves befide the Stream ; 
His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flowers, 
Enripen d by refreſhing Showers ; 
His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 

ng with a fragrant Dew, 

Tall as the Cedar he appears, 
And as erect his Form he bears: 
This, O ye Virgins, is the Swain 
wy Abſence cauſes all my Pain. 


RECITATIVE. 


=—» Hx. Sweet Nymph, whom ruddier Charms adorn, 


Than open with the roſy Morn ; 

Fair as the Moon's unclouded Light, 

And as the Sun in Splendor bright; 

Thy Beauties dazzle —f a- far, 

Like glittering Arms that gild the War. 


RE CI. 


(12) 


RECITATIVE, 


SHE. O take me! ſtamp me on thy Breaſt ! 
Deep let the Image be impreſt ; 
For Love like armed Death is ſtrong, 
Rudely he drags his Slaves along: 
If once to Jealouſy he turns, 
With never-dying Rage he burns. 


DUET. 


Thou ſoft Invader of the Soul ! 
O Love, who ſhall thy Power controul ! 
To quench thy Fires whole Rivers drain, 
Thy burning Heat Tal. f ill remain. 

In vain we trace the Globe to try, 

If powerful Gold thy Jeys can 32 . 

The Treaſures of the Werld wi rd proce 
Too pocr a Bribe to purchaſe Love. 


CHORUS. 


In vain ve trace the Globe to try, 
If powerful Gold thy Joys can buy: 

The Treaſures of the World will prove 
Too poer a Bribe to purchaſe Love. 


